The Old World Maria Takolander
Winter shrinks the world to a snow globe. The barn keeps the cloven creatures out of death's litter. Then the snow beds. See the weighted boughs of the fir trees; the cloth bound birch. Whiteness has swallowed sound. Look: there is a line of smoke, like a myth, escaping from the chimney of the bunkered house.
* * *
Summer's stream is somewhere, but you cannot see it, for the sticky grass; the trees lavish with mosquitoes. It feeds a swamp without a name. On a forest rock, marbled with the slime of history, there stands an elk, sudden as a storm. See how the sun burns all night, like a promise of the end of the world.
